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And the face of the King's Servants grew greater
than the King:
He tricked them, and they trapped him, and
stood round him in a ring.
The new grave lords closed round him, that had
eaten the abbey's fruits,
And the men of tbe new religion, with their Bibles
in their boots,
We saw their shoulders moving, to menace or
discuss,
And some were pure and some were vile;  but
none took heed of us.
We saw the King as they killed him, and his face
was proud and pale;
And a few men talked of freedom, while England
talked of ale.
A war that we understood not came over the
world and woke
Americans, Frenchmen, Irish; but we knew not
the things they spoke.
They talked about rights and nature and peace
and the people's reign :
And the squires, our masters, bade us fight; and
never scorned us again.
Weak if we be for ever, could none condemn us
then;
Men called us serfs and drudges ; men knew that
we were men.
In foam and flame at Trafalgar, on Albuera plains,
We did and died like lions, to keep ourselves in
chains,
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